The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 
GONE FISHING 


He sit's on the river bank 

In his old coat and old pants 

With his Wellingtons on his feet 

And an old hat on his head 

A faint wift of smoke from his mucky old pipe 
The smell of pipe tobacco floats on the breeze 
His weather beat face grins from under his hat 
And his weathered old hands with his fishing rod in 
He sit's there for hours and hours on end 

With his flask of tea and some butties 

And not forgetting his small radio playing away 

I think sometimes he's made out of stone 

He sit's there for hours and never moves a muscle 
That's my grandad sat there with his old fishing rod 
Gran says it keeps him out of mischief 

And out of her hair but I don't know ? 

But who knows just what's running though 

My grandads old mind ? 

For hours he sit's in a world of his own 

Does he sit and think about when he was a lad 
Fishing in the same spot for hours on end 

Or is he thinking of that fish that got away 

Or the biggest fish he ever caught 

Or maybe nothing at all ? 


